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To ye, dear absent friends, I dedicate 
These " echoes," knowing how they will respond 
From your hearts unto mine ! To me at first, 
Borne 'mid the tempest of the troubled times 
In which we live, — alas ! for sonny France, — 
Whose trials send forth " echoes " such as these ! 
So full of woe ! And now I send them forth 
Across the sea, to England's happy shores. 
And if ye love them, O, re-echo them, 
Once more to vibrate in those gentle hearts 
Which in my native land do ever glow 
With generous zeal, and fervent charity ! 
And if 'one tewr of sympathy for France 
(The land of my adoption) is bestowed — 
One sigh of pity — then shall I rejoice, 
And feel these " echoes' 1 were not heard in vain. 

Mahch 5th, 1871. E. A. G. 



B 
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THE BEETON MOBILE'S LETTER. 



/ 

TRANSLATED FROM F. COPPEE. 



This evening, whilst I'm waiting for the curfew bell to 

sound, 
A little quiet moment within my tent I've found ; 
And I take my pen to tell you, how tenderly I dwell 
Upon the forms and faces of those I love so well. 
Bear mother ! aged father ! and thou my sister sweet ! 
Oft do I pray for that blest time 1 when we once more may 

meet, 
But my thoughts are full of sadness, though a soldier 

brave I'll be, 
And having sworn, I'll keep my oath, " Mowrir pow la 

Patrie." 
But in spite of all I'm dreaming of my distant home, 

so dear: 
The painted jugs, the buffet, and the perry, frothed and 

clear. 



10 ECHOES OF THE WAR. 



Our aged Abbe" tends us, — he dons bis surplice white, 
Walks without fear beside us, in the thickest of the fight, 
He speaks unto our wounded, of their country and their 

God, 
Or by the dying kneels to pray upon the blood-stained sod. 
Though there be some who scoff him, but ah ! they little 

know 
How easy 'tis to meet grim death when well prepared to 

go. 

Fair Paris we have traversed, — the city is so wide, 
It almost frightens me to see so much on every side ; 
We found it sad and sombre, and in a sort of trance, 
Unlike the brilliant capital of gay and smiling France. 
The people read the journals aloud in many a street, 
Which echoed to the clash of arms and tramp of soldiers' 
feet. 

Eight days the kindly citizens did lodge each young 

recruit, 
And Pierre and I were well received, but I was shy and 

mute, 
Confused with all the trouble that we were giving there, 
I felt but ill at ease, and sat on the corner of my chair. 
But their sweet little children, became our friends full 

soon, 
And joked with us, played with our arms, or learnt a 

Breton tune, 
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With their light and joyous laughter, concealed, as was 

most meet, 
The rude and noisy clamour of our clumsy ahoe-olad feet. 
In short as friends we parted, and on a holiday 
We often call to see them whene'er we pass that way. 

And now my dearest parents, I have not told you all. 

For the brazen-throated clarion doth loud and louder call. 

I know not if you'll ever read the hasty lines I pen — 

Thanks to my village schooling, — and though our country- 
men 

Are sometimes mocked and laughed at, for their manners 
lacking grace, 

Behold me now a corporal, with my stripe of silver lace ! 

And if I ne'er come back again, oh! weep not in despair, 
Think, that your son died to defend poor France, our 

country fair. 
And thou, my darling sister, pray do not fail to tell 
My Yvonne how I love her, when you meet her at the well, 
That in this mighty city, so full of wiles and sin, 
I keep the mem'ry of her love my inmost heart within. 
And tell her, too, I've but one fear, 'tis of those youths 

who glance 
Admiringly upon my own, when they meet her at the dance. 
May she be calm and patient, — within her cottage keep, 
And fret not much, — I would not have those bright eyes 

learn to weep ! 
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Adieu, my much loved parents ; oh ! father, mother, dear, 
Think that I love yon tenderly, or be I far or near ; 
My foolish tears are falling. This travels by balloon. 
How strange it seems ! — Once more adieu ! oh ! may we 
meet full soon ! 



HIS FATHER'S ANSWER TO THE BRETON MOBILE 
AT PARIS, JAN. 1st, 1871. 



Dear son, thy welcome letter made all our hearts rejoice ; 
We seemed to feel thy presence, to hear thy much loved 

voice ; 
When thy sister, for the hundredth time, read each word 

o'er again, 
'Twas like a ray of sunshine after dark days of rain ! 
But oh ! a cloud doth rest o'er all, such tidings sad, we 

hear 
That cold and famine keen beset our soldiers brave and 

dear; 
That victory is not for France ! her glorious days are o'er, 
Since conquest's tide doth, like a flood, drown her in tears 

and, gore ! 
And when we listen day and night, and watch the lower- 
ing sky, 
Earth seems to tremble with the shock of battle raging 

high! 
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No welcome tidings cheer onr hearts, or solace onr despair, 
Naught bnt some message, vugue as sad, which traverses 

the air ; 
Borne by the winds of heaven in the same uncertain track 
As the fierce and fiery lightning, and the thunder storm's 

dark rack ! 
Thence came thy welcome letter, which kind heaven to 

us hath sent, 
Reviving in our hearts a joy and hope bo well nigh spent. 
Yes ! blessed be for us and thee, this day to us so dear, 
When, 'mid the lull of this sad storm, thy welcome voice 

we hear, 
Still faithful to thy duty be, and leave to God the rest, 
Sure trust in Him, whate'er betide, brings courage to the 

breast. 

How silent is our village ! how sad the evenings are, 
Since you and all your comrades brave departed to the 

war! 
No merry youthful gatherings beside the village well, 
But here and there a maiden sad, whose face her tale doth 

tell. 
And O ! full oft thy Yvonne goes towards the close of day 
To kneel before the Calvary, and there to weep and pray ! 

One night in Autumn we beheld a vision passing strange : 
The sky was dark, yet blood red clouds from east to west 
did range. 
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We trembled at the wondrous sight, and thought " The 

time is come, 
" Now surely death, by fire and sword, will blast each 

peaceful home." 
Bnt some maintained the sign was good, that now the 

hour was nigh 
When Heaven unto our earnest prayers would grant a 

victory! 
That great St. Michael came to fight for us with sword 

and spear, 
He 'neath whose large and solemn eyes the dragon shrinks 

in fear! 
And day by day we trust and hope, deliverance is at hand, 
If He, the strong, doth come to help and save our cher- 
ished land ! 
Surely this noble people will conquer in the end, 
Or die their hearths and homesteads and altars to defend ! 
Proud France ! she shall not perish, for Heaven at length 

must hear 
Our many prayers, and help us] save our country fair as 

dear! 



Remind thee of the tales oft told, beside the warm fire 

light, 
How fought thy ancestors of old, in many a deadly fight. 
With sword in hand, and faith in heart, they struggled 

with the foe, 
And victory followed in their steps, though streams of 

blood did flow ! 



. 
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And 'tis the Belf same courage that " must conquer or 

must die," 
That still supports the noble sons of noble Brittany ! 
Be they children of the castle, or tillers of the soil, 
In former days as evil they have shared the self same toil. 
Yes, " Mourir powr la, Patrie" it is the soldier's fate, 
And e'en to those who dwell at ease, death cometh soon 

or late! 

But, we again may see thee,— dear Francois, life is sweet 
And hopes will rise in spite of all, that we again may meet, 
But if alas ! our hopes should fail, and this should never 

be, 
Fulfil thy duty, fight for France, who looks to such as 

thee ! 



P.S. — Adieu ! Thy mother, — sister, — join with me in 

warm embrace j — 
Thy Yvonne also, fain to thee a tender line would trace, — 
But lest in evil hands Bhould fall this token of her love, 
She takes for safest messenger the soft wing of her dove ! 
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THE " BALLON MONTE," OCTOBER, 1870. 



Away, away, with all thy freight 

Of human hopes and fears, 
And words of love, beyond the sight 

Of war and blood and tears ! 

Higher and higher, mount and soar, 

E'en to the bine serene ; 
Far, far above the cannon's roar, 

And warrior's flashing mien. 

Blow favouring breezes, gently blow, 

Impel thee safely on, 
Beyond these plains of death and woe, 

And battles lost and won. 



A thousand anxious eyes behold, — 

A thousand bosoms thrill, 
To watch thy transit calm and bold, 

Unharmed by threatened ill. 

And thou art gone ! — with all thy freight 

Of human hopes and fears, 
With words of love to bring new light 

To eyes half dimmed with tears ! 



The precious cargo speedeth fast 
Away from Prussian lines, 
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And now all danger overpast, 

Her course she slow declines, 
And earth is gained ! hailed by a shout 

Of glad exulting glee. 
How fast the precious letters fly, 

Each to their destiny ! 
More welcome than the sunbeams bright, 

True blessings from on high, 
To many a home to bring new light 

Where sick hearts fainting lie. 

o 

Full many an anxious night and day 

A mother's heart was tried, 
News of the loved one far away 

i 

To her seemed still denied ! 

But now the spell is broken, — light — 

Borne by the " Ship of air," 
A tiny letter greets her sight 

In answer to her prayer. 

Her son is safe ! what can compare 
. With tidings such as this ! - 
Moment supreme, as it is rare, 
Of earthly joy and bliss ! 

A sister scans with brimming eyes 

The writing o'er and o'er, 
And presses to her lips the prize 

So vainly sought before ! 
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His oheerfal words forbid despair, 

He fears nor shot nor shell. 
His thought for them, his ohiefest care, 

And bids them " love him well." 

Oh ! needless words, love deep and strong 

Unites the parted three ; 
Unharmed by cruelty and wrong, 

It soareth and is free ! 



THE FBANK AND GERMAN; AN INCIDENT 

OF THE WAR. 



The battle's tide raged high, the red names lit the sky, 
And hand to hand engaged each mortal foe. 

Brave men had met their fate, and one in piteous state 
Had fallen maimed and wounded on the snow ! 

A Breton sailor he, with glance so frank and free, 
And skilful hand to guide his gliding bark. 

Alas ! his last voyage o'er, he Baileth. for that shore 
Where Faith's bright beacon shineth through the dark ! 

Yet, mid the din and smoke, it was the heart which spoke — 
The noble heart of this poor sailor brave, — 

He heard a dying moan, and longed ere life was gone, 
Perchance to render help, perchance to save. 
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With effort and in pain, lie strove the Bide to gain 
Of German Count, from whom the life-blood flows. 

His first and only thought, to quench the dying draught 
Of fellow sufferer and to ease his woes ! 

" Drink of my flask," he cried j the dying man replied, 
Whilst down his cheeks the grateful tears did rain, 

" What ! help from thee, my foe ! whom one short hour ago 
My hand struok down to number with the slain !" 

No sound of rolling drum could rouse their senses numb, 
Nor bugles, — they the dying call too late ! 

But O ! how hearts were stirred, by each half whispered 
word, 
How sympathy o'er-mastered scorn and hate ! 

The sun was sinking fast, the din of battle past, 
Awaiting death the Frank and German lay, 

But peace had come, — they clasp true hands in friend- 
ship's grasp, 
And thus — from earth's rude turmoil — pass away ! 

Shame to the men whose will the earth with woe do fill ! 

Shame to all tyrants, downfall to their pride. 
Peace to ye victims all j glory to ye who fall ! 

Honour to foes who thus in friendship died ! 
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* BELLS AND CANNONS. 



FEOM THE FRENCH OF LOUIS BRETONNIEBE. 



Bells ! your clear and loving cadence, 

Chiming from the belfry grey, 
Filled with nests of brooding swallows, 

Sweetly called bnt yesterday. 
All the faithful of the hamlets, 

Scattered through the meadows fair, 
To the church's nave and chancel, 

There to meet in praise and prayer. 

Bnt to-day, black cannon mounted, 

Each strong citadel before, 
Blending with your voice of thunder 

In the battle's dreadful roar. 
Shooting death in sudden vollies, 

Swift from out your mouths of fire, 
Till the foe doth reel and stagger, 

And 'mid clouds of smoke expire. 

Yesterday your peaceful cadence 
Raised our hearts from earth below, 

But to-day ye fiercely menace 
Our ferocious, conquering foe ! 



* It was suggested that bells should be cast into cannon 

for the war. 
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Oh ! sweet bells, oh ! sacred metal, 

Bronzed cannon, our last hope, 
Bidding us ne'er fail nor falter 

With our deadly foe to cope. 
Ringing forth in joy and gladness, 

Thundering forth in smoke and flame, 
Still you call men to their duty, 

And your role is but the same ! 



THE MOBILES OF THE MAENE. 



After reading in the Moniteur du Calvados, October 28th, 
an account of the Mobiles of the Marne being massacred 
with their mothers and sisters, who rushed towards them 
in the midst of an engagement with the enemy. The 
same paper contained an account of the Vwm/inous appear- 
ance of the heavens about that time, from seven to nine 
in the evening. 



Behold ! it is the time of war, 
When tales of grief and woe abound, 
And sad hearts yearn for those afar 
Upon the fatal battle ground. 
France groans ; her children vainly seek 
The fierce invader to o'ercome, 
Their loyal courage all too weak 
To shield from ruin hearth and home ! 
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Those homes are sacked, and shot and shell 
Are raining down the village street, 
Where mothers, for a last farewell, 
Rush forth their wounded sons to meet ; 
And sisters, in their wild despair, 
Seek death their brothers' arms within j 
And cries of pain, which rend the air, 
Are heard above the battle's din ! 

Ill fated France, we feel thy woe ! 
We read it in the evening sky ; 
When ominous the red clouds glow, 
As if the reign of blood were nigh ! 
Whence thy deliverer ! let him come, 
And cause this dreadful war to cease, 
Recall the wearied soldier home, 
And bless once more the land with peace ! 



THE MOBILES OF LA MANCHE, 

Who entered Caen one night 2,000 strong, and had to seek 
lodging 8 amongst the inhabitants, Oot. 26th, 1870. — A 
true story. 

It was a night of Autumn, • 

When from La Manohe they came, 

I well remember how o'er head 
The red sky glowed like flame. 
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And seemed to superstitions minds 

An omen of the fete, 
Which frowned destruction o'er the land 

To leave it desolate ! 

We watched them in the market place, 
And crowding through the street, 

Band after band of Mobiles brave 
Tramping, with weary feet. 

All seeking food and shelter, 

Ere fell the Antnmn night, 
And surely Christian hearts should feel, 

It was a touching sight. 

Yet some of these wayfarers 
Had asked, and asked in vain, 

From fellow-creatures well to do, 
A night's repose to gain. 

O ! blind, short-sighted citizens, 
Why are your hearts so cold p 

These are the men who ought to fight 
As in the days of old ! 

And would ye have them nobly, 

Defend ye from the foe, 
When, with no spark of gratitude, 

Their hearts are taught to glow P 
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We were but English strangers, 

And we had not the power 
To lend a helping hand to France, 

In this her darkest hour ! 

No weary soldiers sought oar home 
With "billets" in their hands, 

Yet eagerly we longed to help 
These wandering Mobile bands. 

The night grew dark and darker, 

Quiet was settling down 
Within each square, and oourt, and street, 

Of the excited town. 

A temporary shelter, 

Many at length had found, 
When at our neighbour's opposite 

We heard a troubled sound. 

Two weary men were knocking 

And suing all in Tain 
For food — or even money 

« 

A lodging to obtain. 

In vain they Bhewed their " billets," 
And claimed it as their right, 

The selfish woman shut her door 
And soon put out her light. 
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Yet she was rich, and well to do, 

And had of cats, a race, 
Which filled within her narrow heart 

Of human love the place I 

She left them in the darkness ; 

And dark her hour will be, 
When penitence brings back to mind 

Her selfish cruelty. 

Our youngest child beheld the scene, 

And tender pity then, 
Arose within his gentle heart, 

For these forsaken men. 



" Oh ! mother," said he, " take them in j 
There is my little bed, 
And gladly will I give it up 
To rest each weary head." 

Glad to respond unto the wish 

Of this onr youngest boy ; 
Full soon beneath our humble roof 

We welcomed them with joy. 

And O ! how pleased our faithful " Bonne," 

A girl of Normandy, 
To set before them of our best, 

And all their wants supply. 
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She, who not many weeks before 

Had Been a brother go, 
With many a prayer, and many a tear, 

To face the conquering foe ! 

She who of him had never heard 

Since Sedan's fatal day, 
Nor knew if he a prisoner pined, 

Nor if in death he lay. 

And when the men had supp'd full well 

One tiny room they .shared, 
And owned how welcome was the bed 

By kindly hands prepared. 

Next morn they rose refreshed and well, 

Enjoyed a breakfast good j 
Clean' d bright their guns, and talk' d of war, 

As all brave soldiers should. 

One, boasted how he meant to fight 

And capture Bismark's head, 
A task he seemed to think bnt light 

And easy done as said ! 



The other shyly thanking us, 
Asked, " Was there ought to pay P 
" Oh, no," we said, " we loved to help 
And Buccour Buch as they. 



>i> 



»» 
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To Chanzy's army they were bound, 
On which all hopes were set. 
" Let's meet on even ground/' said they, 
" And France shall 'conquer yet." 

They left ns ere the noontide, 

Swiftly, as they had come ; 
And to its usual quietude, 

Returned our peaceful home. 

But mem'ries of our stranger guests 

Abide, and haunt us still 
How with glad tears of gratitude 

Their honest eyes did fill. 

And how, with farewell grasp, they said 
They'd ne'er forget the day 

When English strangers took them in, 
And helped them on their way ! 
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LA GENEBALE. 



Written in memory of the day when " La Garde Nationals de 
Caen" departed for Lisieux ; that town being threatened 
by the army corps of the Due de Meckleriburgh, after the 
French defeat at Le Mans, Jan. 22nd t 1871. 



Hark ! hark ! what in the distance comes ? 
It ifl the sound of rolling drams, 
To peaceful dreams farewell ! 
The sleeping town to life doth start, 
This day the loved from home must part, 
" On bat la Generate /" 

The elders shudder as they hear 
That sound, not heard for many a year 

Whilst Peace did bless the land. 
'Tis a sign, alas ! they too well know, 
Of trouble and of coming woe, 

And danger nigh at hand. 

And as mists are raised by the sweeping blast, 
It lifts the veil of years long past, 

From off the memory. 
And again they live in those evil times 
Of bloodshed and of fearful crimes, 

Which they hoped no more to see ! 
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And the childrens' clear and guileless eyes 
Fill with a strange and dumb surprise, 

And their breasts with vague alarms, 
As they see their elders wail and weep, 
And their fathers start from a tranquil sleep 

To respond to that call to arms ! 

'Tis a Sabbath morning, calm and blest, 
And bells proclaim the day of rest, 

As they chime through the frosty air. 
But " La Generate," with its hurried beat, 
Now far, now near, in the echoing street, 

Spreads terror everywhere ! 

From every house, from every home, 
The bread-winners now forth must come, 

To keep the foe at bay ! 
Oh ! wives and mothers quell your tears, 
And quench not by, your boding fears, 

Hope's latest lingering ray. 

Though scared by this impending woe, 
Ye seem e'en now to see the foe 

His work of spoil begin. 
Oh ! can it be ! is this the knell 
Of all ye prize and love so well — 

Your quiet homes within. / 
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'Tig a frightful dream— but hark again 
That troubled beat ! haste gallant men, 

Lest it should be too late ! 
The foe is near, to meet him fly, 
With valliant heart and dauntless eye, 

Sre he may reach your gate ! 

Troop after troop, assembled all, 
Now four abreast in rank they fall, 

En wvcmt, the leader cries. 
And some brave voices try to raise 
The soul-inspiring " Marseillaise," 

But sad its cadence dies I 

Then cheerily the bugles blow, 

And a crowd doth follow, as on they go, 

In warlike pageantry. 
These soldier citizens of Caen, 
Brave, marching forth three thousand strong, 

To meet the enemy ! 

The bridge is passed, the banners fly 
Above the points — uplifted high — 

Of bayonets flashing bright. 
Now each man's face is stern and oold, 
With firm resolve his own to hold, 

And for fair France to fight ! 
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SONG OF THE SCYTHE. 
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God speed them ! may they turn aside 
From this our town the advancing tide 

Of victors, surging by. 
God help them ! 'tis for hearth and home, 
They feel the solemn hour has come 

To conquer or to die ! 



Our sickles are keen and bright ; what then P 

The harvest is ripe and tall ; 
Ripe, dense, and fall, and the ears are men ; 

They are men, and our brothers all.' 
What matter ! we've whet onr scythes to mow ; 
Though the ears be men, let us lay them low ! 

The peaceful hamlet was gay and bright, 

And youths on maidens smiled, 
Whose eyes were lit with love's own light, 

Whilst songs their toil beguiled. 
Alas ! those youths to war must go, 
The harvest is ripe, we must lay it low. 
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The storm has burst, the dark clouds swell, 

The thunder doth boom and roar, 
That thunder is cannon — whence shot and shell 

Strike death to the warm heart's core. 
The ears bend low to the blast ; what then ? 
Let us cut them close, they are but men ! 

Last year two lovers exchanged their vows, 

Then the youth was called away. I 

Will he ere return ? alas ! who knows, 

Death seizes fast his prey ! 
He stalks by our side, and helps us mow ; 
The harvest is ripe, and he lays it low. 



The brave go forth in the sunlight clear, 
Though loved ones cheeks grow pale. 

And mothers weep, and sisters dear 
With anguish moan and wail. 

Yes, forth they go, to face the foe, 

Thou they know grim Death is there to mow ! 

Though wives and mothers and children weep, 
Still the harvest falls to the scythe ; 

And earth is hid with many a heap 
Of forms erewhile so blithe. 

For the ears are men, and Death doth mow, 

With scythe and sickle to lay them low ! 
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Ere long the grass will be fresh and green, 
And the corn will re-appear, 

Where'er those heaps of slain were seen, 
This sad, this fatal year. 

When Death came forth to help men mow 

The ears, their brothers, to lay them low ! 



To the Lord of the Harvest let us pray 

That peace may return with the leaves ; 

And that angels may watch on each battle day 
To gather in His sheaves : 

That the brave and true, whom Death mows down, 

May be welcomed above with the victor's crown. 



PARIS DURING THE SIEGE. 



Whilst conquest, like a crimson tide, 
Swept o'er the plains of sunny France, 
Fair Paris lay — how sorely tried — 
In deathlike trance ! 

With anxious heart she gazed afar, 
By fierce besiegers girded round ; 
No help appeared, no light, no star, 
Nor welcome sound. 
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Proudly she waited, day by day, 
For promised aid which ne'er came nigh ; 
And nobly did she stand at bay, 
With dauntless eye ! 

E'en to the last, no mortal skill 
Gould e'er subdue that city fair ; 
She bent not to the conqueror's will, 
In her despair. 

Until that mightier King appeared, 
Sickness and Famine in his train, 
And then she cried, " 'TiB him we feared, 
Defence is vain ! 

" His shadow haunts ns day and night, 
Loved ones at his approach grow pale, 
He comes by stealth, o'er eyes of light, 
To cast a veil. 

" To hiTTi we bow, the viewless King, 
Who draweth nearer day by day, 
While vainly German legions fling 
Their bombs away. 

" Then think not William, thou dost crown 
Thy conquests with this wished for prize. 
Thou too, one day, wilt crowns lay down 
Before his eyes" ! 
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A STOBY OP FONTENOY. 



All eyes are turned on Paris, 

And what is passing there ; 
Bnt for the tale I have to tell, 

One pitying moment spare. 
The shadows they grow darker, 

Before us and around, 
And sunny France, e'rewhile so bright, 

Seems one sad battle ground! 

I passed the smonldring ruins, 

Still wreathed in flame and smoke, 
Of what had once been Fontenoy ; 

And there the village folk 
Where sitting by their homesteads, 

In mute and sad despair ; 
Without a roof to shelter them 

From the cold and frosty air. 

Each husband and each brother, 

Each father and each son, 
Had been marched away by soldiers rude, 

Who this cruel deed had done. 
What comfort for these wretched ones, 

Bereft of hearth and home ? 
They could but rock themselves and weep, 

And wish that death would come! 
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What crime was theirs ? they had not fought, 

Nor mingled in the strife ; 
But their peaceful homes were sacked and burnt ! 

And reft of all save life. 
These tender babes and mothers pale, 

Bewildered with their woe, 
In mute and silent agony, 

Were crouching in the snow. 

These were the harmless victims 

Of Prussian cruelty. 
And oh ! it made my spirit bleed 

Such misery to see ; 
Because a brave Frank Tireur band 

Had swooped like eagles down, 
To cut the lines, and break the bridge, 

Hard by a neighbouring town. 

But yet a few miles further 

I had wended on my way, 
When suddenly I came upon 

A woman old and grey ; 
By the lonely roadside sitting, 

All weary and footsore, 
Her crutch lay idly by her side, 

For she could walk no more. 

Her clothes were scant, her head was bare, 
Her hands crossed o'er her knee, 



ECHOES OF THE WAS. 37 



She seemed with vacant look to gaze 

Into eternity. 
I stop, I try to question her, 

I cannot pass her by, 
For if left there in frost and snow 

Most surely she will die. 
" Whence come yon ? whither do yon go ? 

She does not seem to hear. 
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At length with sudden start and scream, 
Half anguish and half fear, 

She gazes round, and seeing there 
No dreaded soldier nigh, 

Thus to my eager questioning, 
She maketh sad reply : 

" My son, God bless him ! he is gone, 
To Nancy marched away j 

Him have they taken prisoner, 
Who was my hope and stay ; 

And I must try to follow, too, 

For without him what can I do P 

" We've lived together many a year, 

We cannot bear to part, 
And if his face no more I see 

'Twill surely break my heart. 
But oh ! they march too fart for me, 

For I am crippled as you see." 
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" My worthy dame/' I said, " go home, 
Return from whence you came." 
" I have no home," she sad replied, 
" It is tmt smoke and flame. 
A heap of ruins it appears, 

And gone the savings of long years !" 

And then she wept, and to my words 
Still made the same reply : 
" My boy is gone ! I'll follow him, 
Or lay me down to die. 
To me, alas ! Death would be sweet, 

For we in heaven shall surely meet. !" 



A SOLDIER'S GRAVE. 



A soldier's grave ! no minster walls 

Protect the lowly mound ; 
The roaming wild-bird scarce doth break 

The solitude around. 
No shrine ! scarce a memorial stone 

To mark the hallowed site, 
Where one who served his country well, 

Hath perished in the fight ! 

His, might not be a costly tomb, 
Nor where his kindred lay, 
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He might not slumber when he flung 

His battle sword away ; 
He lies in glory all alone, 

Far from his native land, 
Sad fate ! which those who mourn the lost, 

Alone can understand ! 

For ah ! the desolated home, 

The mother's earnest prayer, 
The widow's grief, the orphan's tear, 

The sorrow — the despair — 
These are the witnesses that bear 

Sad record of the day, 
When Prussia gave her pride and flower 

For dear bought victory ! 

No more the gathering din of war 

On battle plain is heard ; 
No more in sight of coming foe 

The warrior's heart is stirred. ' 
The storming of the hot Sedan — 

. The tramp of busy feet, 
When hand to hand, and man to man, 

In deadly strife did meet. 

No more to greet the hero back 
The beacon watch-fires burn, 

No more to share the household hearth 
Loved footsteps homeward turn ; 
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No more a mourning in the land, 

Deep mingled with the cries 
Of joy, when swift winged Fame would vaunt 

Of Prussia's victories ! 

All, all is over now ! bnt shall 

The memroy of that day 
Fade with the fiery cannon's smoke 

From Prussia's heart away ? 
The mother will as soon forget 

The sons she yearned to save ; 
And many a lip doth murmur yet, 
" Peace, peace to Prussia's brave ! " 

A day of glory was it ? — yea, 

The future's distant wave 
Will gather radience from the wreath 

Which decks a soldier's grave. 
And there are those whose valour yet 

In fight hath ne'er been tried, 
Who would have welcomed death to fall 

In honour by his Bide ! 

That strife is done — the battle o'er 2 - 

Stayed by the arm of God. 
The wild flower riseth as before 

Upon the upturned sod. 
Yet is there still a battle field, 

A victory for the brave, 
Where all may win a soldier's wreath, 

If not a soldier's grave. 
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THE FRANC TIBEUB'S TBIAL. 



Translated from a Poem by Catulle Mendis, called "La 
Cottre d'un Franc Tirewr."—Dec. 23rd, 1870. 



Doctor ! your art of medecine, 
To me, seems all pretence ; 

In ptisanes, pills, and lotions, 
I have no confidence. 

And if tomorrow morning 
My leg is not all right, 

You'll see me leave my weary bed 
And limp off to the fight ! 

I'll join again my comrades, 
Reclaim my soldier's fate ; 

And if beneath the Prussian gnus 
New trials me await. 

,No matter ! for another wound 
Will surely cure the old; 

So says the homoeopathist, 
As I have oft been told. 

I've neither wife nor children, 

I can afford to die ; 
At any rate on this vile bed, 
With weary limbs and aching head, 

I will no longer lie ! 
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Dost thoii wonder at my anger ? 

Then listen unto me, 
And I will tell thee, Doctor, 

How here I came to be : 

I was marching with my comrades, 

Alsaoians true and brave, 
Five hundred strong, and full of zeal 
To make our dreaded foemen feel 
That they with men would have to deal, 

Who'd die their land to save ! 

And as fair Strasbourg we had left 

Before the dawn of day, 
Full wearily we tramped along 

Amid the twilight grey. 

Urged by the clarion sounding 

Its warlike peals and shrill, 
Which seemed like cordial to our ears, 
Cheering our steps, as strong wine cheers, 
The falt'ring heart, beset with fears 
Of some impending ill. 

4 

At length, however, rest we must, 

For very weariness j 
Already half asleep were some, 
By the long journey overcome, 

If truth I must confess ! 
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Hard by a rock there grazed a buck, 

Which for onr meal we kill ; 
Meanwhile the gathering shades of night 
Fell down, concealing from onr sight 
The woods, in Autumn beauty bright, 
And faintly outlined hill. 

Knowst thou the heavy slumber 

Which naught doth seem to mar ? 

Nor falling rain, nor daybreak, 
Nor clarion sounding far ? 

Such slumber overtook me, 

As near a tree I lay, 
It was the wearied soldier's sleep, 
Sound, dreamless, undisturbed, and deep, 

Which must and would have way ! 

Methinks I saw confusedly 

My comrades round a fire 
Of withered leaves ; whilst to the sky 
Tall rows of poplars towered on high, 
Piercing the star-lit canopy, 

With many an arrowy spire. 

Lastly, the shadowy hills, I saw, 

Bising above the plain, 
Then shade — then nothing, for I slept, 

And knew nor joy, nor pain ! 
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When I awoke, next morning, 
The day had dawned again, 

And from my drowsy eyes and head 
I shook Bleep's heavy chain. 

I rose to chase away the cold, 
Which like a viewless cloak 

Had wrapped me round, and then, alas ! 
The sad truth on me broke. 



I looked round for my comrades, 

Alas ! I was alone ; 
Alone, — whilst they at peep of day 

To meet the foe had gone. 

Aroused, no doubt, by signal shout, 
Whilst I, in slumber deep, 

Had nothing seen, and nothing heard, 
And my reward I reap ! 

For, to my shame, a coward's name, 

Full riehly I deserve, 
In hour of common danger 

From duty thus to swerve ! 

Whilst even now my comrades 

Were ambushed from the sight 

Of coming foe, all fully armed, 
And eager for the fight. 
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With hearts on fire, they point their guns, 

Saying, " Oh ! can it be, 
That he, we thought so brave and bold, 
Should at the last still backward hold, 

Or from the skirmish flee !" 

Sudden, I hear a volley; 

I listen, — ear to earth ; - 
They fight, methinks, towards the east j 

And as in joyous mirth, 

My cartridges within their case 

Leap up as on I go, 
Racing to join my comrades, 

Like hunted hart or roe. 

No matter, though the way seems long, 

I tear along the ground j 
Shouting, " rrwrche, — allons, — en <w<mt" 

With every spring and bound. 

Alas ! — a sudden check I meet, 
Which tamed my spirits wild, 

A simple pebble in my path 

My heedless steps beguiled ! 

I slipped, I thought I was not hurt, 
But some steps further on — 

This stupid leg !— Oh ! cut it off ! 
Would, Doctor, it were gone ! 
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This leg, erewhile bo straight and strong, 
Gave way beneath my weight, 

And with a cry of rage and grief 
I yielded to my fate ! 

Broken ! I cried, while near at hand 

The fuBilade doth call ; 
Come quickly, for beneath that fire 

It is thy friends who fall !" 
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Alas ! unable to respond, 

Like gonty man I lie, 
Maimed, crippled with a fractured leg, 

In dreadful agony ! 

This, at the hour of conflict — 

So eagerly desired — 
Since the proud oath to die for France 

My bosom had inspired. 

I, for the field of glory, 

Had left my father old ; 
And she, to whom my heart belonged, 

And now my courage bold — 
My youth, my strength were naught to me — 

Doctor, forgive my wrath, 
But all my hopes were broken 

By a pebble in my path ! 
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A pebble, — and a sprained foot, — 
An awkward fall, — and lo ! 

Behold me henceforth doomed to limp 
Through life, on crutches, slow ! 

" I mean to walk," at length I cried, 
Placing my gun on end ; 
Trying to raise myself upright, 
With many a jerk and bend. 

Full slowly could I move along, 
And yet the trumpet's sound 

Made my heart beat with eager zeal 
To gain the battle ground. 

And though the pain of injured limb 
Was such that oft I cry : 
" Let me but join my comrades brave 
In time with them to die." 

I still go on, and will not rest, 

Forgetful of my pain, 
So eager is my heart's desire 

To see my Mends again. 

I gain a hill, and mount I will, 

For yonder still I hear, 
In plain beneath, the fusilade 

And clarion sounding clear. 
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Then crawling np a torrent's bed, 
Which, wound adown the steep, 

'Mid craggy stones, on hands and knees, 
My upward way I keep. 

Yes, on I go, though full of woe, 

Bleeding and rudely torn 
By flints and boulders in my path, 

And many a cruel thorn. 

My gun I carried as I could, 

Until at last it fell 
Beyond my reach, in crevice deep, 

The gun I loved so well. 

Alas ! and yet all is not lost, 

I'd my revolver still ; 
And on I went, with haggard eyes, 
Lured by those eager battle cries 

Resounding up the hill. 

At length the ridge I gain, and then 

Gould in the plain below 
Behold my comrades, brave and bold, 

Pursuing hard the foe. 

I knew him by his pointed casque, 

And, with a joyful cry, 
Raised my revolver to my head, 

Aiming with eager eye ! 
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I marked a chief, tho' round about 

Many beside him stood ; 
Steady, — present, — fire !" lo ! he falls, 

Hard by a neighbouring wood ! 

One effort more, my burden sore 
Still keeps me in the rear ; 

I could have wept that I had slept, 
When foemen were so near. 

Again I aimed, two more fell down, 

Hurrah ! my duty done, 
I rolled half dead into the fight, 

But France the day had won ! 

No more I knew ; — but yesterday 
Onco more I saw the light ; 

Supinely conched in hospital 
In this most dismal plight. 

Ah ! Doctor ! cnt, splice, amputate, 

Do whatsoe'er you will, 
But quickly, for the cannon sounds, 

And I'm a soldier still. 

Sure victory must come for France, 

I would be there to see ; 
I must make haste, lest there should be 

No Prussians left for me ! 
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THE BATTLE FIELD. 



Behold ! where sudden clouds of smoke upwreath, 
Long files of men, spread out in sombre lines, 

To kill, to slay, from early dawn till eve, 
Trampling the corn and breaking down the vines. 

Then breast to breast they meet with angry eyes, 
Striking, with fevered blood, their mortal foes ; 

What savage clamours on the air arise, 
As they in furious fight thus fiercely close ! 

Till, as the tide recedes along the shore, 
Leaving vast tracts of ocean wrack behind, 

All suddenly subsides the battle's roar, 

Leaving its wrack in heaps ! — 'tis humankind ! 

Its wrath now over ! neath the fading light, 
Victor and vanquished slumber side by side, 

Silent the lips, and dimmed the eyes so bright, 
Which yestermorn flashed out in scorn and pride. 

The felling rain doth wash those faces pale, 
Which never more shall weep with joy or woe ; 

While birds of prey, on sombre pinions sail, 
The melancholy scene approaching slow. 
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And yonder, in the midst of heaps of slain, 

Raising his neck, pierced through by shot and shell, 

A dying steed, for succour calls in vain 

To the slain master, whom he loved so well ! 

O ! false ambition ; and is this the end 
Of all thy wicked and aspiring dreams ? 

A field of carnage ! where all horrors blend, 

Tainting with Death the quiet woods and streams ! 

Is this thy triumph ? manhood to lay low, 
With all his brilliant hopes and large desires ; 

Lovest thou to see the spectres — pain and woe, 
Fill vacant places round our household fires ? 

Oh ! kings, when will you learn your high estate ? 

Is this the way ye lighten human care ? 
Dooming one half your realms to war's sad fate, 

Crushing the other half in dumb despair ! 
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THE SKIES OP FRANCE; 
OB, WHAT THE CONQUEROR CANNOT TAKE 

PROM PRANCE. 



William may take her fortresses, 

Her treasures, and her gold, 
And drain her to the very dregs 

With avarice untold ; 
There is one thing he cannot take, 

By finesse or surprise, 
He cannot spoil the cloudless bine 

Of her still glorious skies ! 

They are bending in their beauty, 

And love, and tenderness, 
To heal the lost and bleeding land, 

And stricken hearts to bless ; 
They are saying to the wounded — 

Upon their conch of pain — 
" O ! dwell not on the mournful past, 

'Twill ne'er come back again ! 
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Though sombre is each pallid face, 
Though joy hath flown away, 

Though sorrow's cloud doth rest on hearts 
Erewhile so bright and gay ; 
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My sunshine gleams and flickers bright 
Amid the leafless trees, 

With promise of a spring at hand, 
And brighter days than these ! 

" O ! farewell, gloomy Winter, 

! welcome joyous Spring ; 
She comes at last, and in her train 

A wished for Peace, doth bring ; 
Rejoice once more, ye stricken hearts, 

Beneath the sun's warm glance : 
! bright shall be, as her bine skies, 

The future of fair France !" 

Mabch 4/th, 1871. 



*A CONTRAST :— QUEEN VICTORIA GOING TO 
OPEN PARLIAMENT, FEB. 9th, 1871. 



The sun shines bright to-day, — aye as he ever does 
When our loved Queen comes forth to meet her Peers ! 
But that to-day he should display his might, 
After so long concealment of his rays, 
Is surely more than chance or accident ! 

* Composed by an old gentleman, in his 71st year 
— no poet, but a loyal subject of his Queen, and father of 
the writer of " Echoes of the War." 
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For midst the crowds now streaming joyful forth, 
Hundreds must do so with o'erflowing eyes 
And grateful hearts, to the great God in Heaven, 
Who now, as ever, blesses still their land ! 
Still blesses her, while other lands as fair 
Endure the pangs of femine, pain, and death ! 
Their homesteads desolate ; their spirit proud 
Quenched in agony ! O ! who unmoved 
Can think of that fair city, once so gay, 
And now so fallen ! Nor contrast her fete 
With that of mighty London ! midst the crowds 
Of thousands cheering loud their noble Queen. 
No other sound but that of joy is heard ! 
The sign of peace and plenty in our Isle ! 
That Isle so blest — the envy of the world ! 
And, if we ask, wherefore should suoh things be — 
Why Heaven's favour rests upon our Queen — 
Why our blest land is spared the curse of War ? 
The answer is, as by " a sunbeam writ/' 
Her open Bible is her steadfast stay, 
Her trust, her guide ; while Infidelity — 
The fruit of Popish mummeries and greed — 
Stalks unabashed, and meets its fit reward 
In other lands 1 O ! may we ne'er forget, 
That for their faith true English martyrs died, 
Hallowing to us that Book — the Book of God ! 
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THE DWELLERS IN CALVADOS. 



Which towards the end of the War was partly invaded by 
the Prussians, but the Armistice stopped them just in 
time to prevent their reaching Caen, the residence of 
the writer. 



Thank God ! we have not felt the shock 
Of battle in its rage and might, 
Bnt as from off a beetling rock, 
We've watched the fight ! 

The rolling waves came slowly on, 
Within few feet of where we stood ; 
And fearfully we gazed upon, 
The foaming flood ! 

It was so near that we conld feel 
The dashing of the furious spray, 
When all but Hope — our anchor still — 
Seemed washed away ! 

But, we were safe, although so nigh ; 
And e'en could lend a helping hand 
To those poor stragglers cast to die 
Upon the strand ! 
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Thank God ! the danger now is past, 
There comes a pause — the War doth cease, 
And smitten hearts can say at last — 
"O! welcome Peace !" 



"*^^^* K 
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CHABITY. 



Taken from the 1st EpistU of St Paulio the Corinthians, 

Ohaper 13th. 



To me, the wioked vainly make their boast, 
How with false glitter they deceive mankind ; 
I heed them not, and only love the words 
Of golden truth, — and filled with fire divine. 
Now will I oonsecrate my harp inspired 
To thee, celestial charity ! In vain, 
With thrilling tongues of angels and of men, 
I sing Thy glory, oh ! my God, and fill 
The universe all boundless with Thy praise ! 
Without the blessed gift of Charity, 
My glory would become bnt as the sound 
Of tinkling cymbal, which with blatant noise 
Doth beat the air ! — and oh ! of what avail 
To pierce the depths of science ! or to steep 
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My soul in mysteries the most sublime j 

Or read the future with prophetic eye ; 

Without Love's presence, knowledge is in vain. 

'Tis like a dream, which when the night is o'er 

Scarce leaves a trace upon the memory ! 

Or, if by Faith, the mountains I could move j 

Or turn the desert to a springing well 

Beneath my footsteps ; or re-animate 

The dust of ages $ could my Faith give life 

And light to those who sleep P if holy love, 

The life of life, did not awaken all P 

And O ! my God, if with a liberal hand 

I scattered all my wealth to feed the poor j 

Or, to sustain the noble name I bear 

Of Christian, should I calmly render up 

My body to the flames, and meekly brave 

Earth's bitterest cross, if love for Thee were not 

The mainspring of my soul, 't were all in vain ! 

O ! Charity ! daughter of heavenly grace, 

What virtues do attend thy onward way ! 

Beside thee walketh Gentleness, and Peace 

With Patience — her twin sister* — follow thee. 

What calm, what holy sweetness in their mien ! 

Even as night — with her funereal train 

Of clouds and darkness vanisheth away 

Before the presence of the glorious sun — 

So doth black envy, and th' infernal troop 

Of human vices born of sinful pride, 

Shrink back and vanish, neath thy heavenly glance. 
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Simple and artless, vain ambition's dreams 

Are not for Thee, who seeketh not thy own, 

Who loveth Truth as much as thon dost hate 

All error and injustice ; — whose pare heart, 

Freed from self-love, can never feed the flames 

Of rising passion or of jealous hate ! 

Thon knowest how to bear and to forbear, 

O'er others weaknesses to throw a veil, 

And hide defects thon fain wonldst touch and heal. 

O ! Charity ! what triumph is not thine ! 

O ! Love the conqueror ! thou alone dost know 

How to believe and hope, and suffer all ! 

The time will come, when prophesies shall fail, 

When tongues shall cease, and soience fade away. 

But Love eternal ! Charity, divine 

E'en as its origin, shall know no end ! 

Our knowledge here is but ambiguous shade ; 

We " see through a glass darkly," but when God 

Shall give us light, Himself unveil our eyes 

To the true Sun, then shall we, face to face, 

Behold and know Him, e'en as we are known. 

Of heavenly gifts this is the first and best ; 

None others take precedence ; what though Faith, 

Lively and pure, is the foundation stone 

Of our celestial temple j and though Hope 

Baises her walls and points her spires to heaven, 

'Tis ardent Charity doth crown the work, 

And consecrate it to Eternity ! 

When may I offer Thee, O ! Love supreme, 



E'en in the bosom of eternal light, 

The homage of my soul ; which ever burns 

To celebrate Thy glory ; when may I 

Drink from the fountain head, which never fails — 

Th' eternal source of happiness and joy ? 

QuMiquagesima Sunday, 1871, after reading a French. 
Poem on the same subject. 



MORNING PRATER. 



Taken from the French of V Abbe* Qerbet. 



How joyously the glorious son 

Responds unto His maker's voice ! 

Behold another day begun 

And all Creation doth rejoice ! * 

Grant us, O ! Lord — our being's source — 
On this new day one step to take ; 

One step on our eternal course, 

In Thy dear love for Jesu's sake ! 

This sunshine which Thou mak'st so bright, 
Reflects Thy glory and Thy power : 

Awakes the bird on wing so light, 
Re-animates the dying flower ! 
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Bnt Thou alone, Sun of our life, 

Upon the suffering heart canst shine ; 

Break through its gloom of sin and grief, 
Withgone bright ray of love divine. 

O ! blessed Saviour, lend Thine ear 

When Morning Prayer ascends to Thee j 

When Angel voices sweet and clear, 
Blend with creations jubilee. 

To hail the double daybreak nigh, 

To sing once more the welcome strain : 

Lo ! Peace on Earth, and glory high 
To Him who over all doth reign ! 

Good Father ! when the shades do fall 
Of real night, — of life's last day ; 

When solemn darkness covers all, 

And the veiled soul forgets to pray ; 

O ! Father — Brother — Heavenly Friend ! 

Forsake not then Thy feeble sheep ! 
Guard them and keep them to the end, 

Then close their eyes in Thee to sleep ! 

! daybreak J hidden from our eyes, 
Of that bright everlasting morn 

Which rises beneath other skies, 

Beyond the grave «and tomb forlorn ! 
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In the dark night of pain and grief, 

When faith alone can pierce the veil, 

In Thee we place our firm belief, 

E'en as in Him who ne'er can foil ! 

And though unseen Thy splendour bright, 
We feel the dewy freshness nigh, 

Our souls, immortal flowers of light, 

Lift np their drooping heads on high ! 

Lift them with reverential love, 

No more to bend our feeble stem 

Towards that Dayspring from above, 

Which blest the fields of Bethlehem ! 



MY FIEST-BOKN IN HEAVEN. 



Reprinted by permission of the Editor of " The Quiver." 



I had a little infant, 

My firstborn joy and pride, 
To whose sweet looks of innooence 

My every pulse replied j 
And blest beyond all measure, 

To catch her faintest smile, 
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I felt that such a treasure 
Gould every pain beguile. 

For oh! my babe seemed fairer 

Than Lily of the Vale, 
Amid her green leaves sheltered safe 

From every passing gale. 
More dear, and oh ! more welcome, 

Than Springtide's earliest flower, 
For many hearts beat anxiously 

To hail her natal hour ! 

Then hope, and joy, and gladness, 

Watched o'er her cradle bed, 
And smiles were flung like sunbeams, 

Around her gentle head. 
Bnt if upon her silken lash 

A tea/r I chanced to see, 
The shadow fell upon my heart, 

And visions bright would flee. 

She was my heart's own rainbow, 

A thing of smiles and tears, 
Those symbols of our earthly lot, 

Which told of coming years ; 
When mingled joys and sorrows 

Her pathway should beset, 
And sin and Satan spread for her 

An all alluring net. 
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And then an inward prayer would rifle : 

" Good Father, throned above, 
Send down npon my precious child 

The spirit of Thy love ; 
And make her Thme ; — Thine only ; 

A fair, fair, child of light" 
I knew my prayer would answered be, 

And all again was bright. 



I have a little infant, 

She is an angel now ; 
The crown of Immortality 

Surrounds her baby brow. 
She dwells with God in heaven, 

Amid those saints of light, 
Who thro* our Saviour's blood are olad 

In robes of spotless white ! 

And shall I pine or murmur ? 

Ah no ! — for sure 'tis well 
To think that I have sent a note 

Yon happy choir to swell; 
That oft towards her mother 

She leans from heaven above, 
And whispers, " Mother sing with me. 

His praise, whose name is ' Love !' " 
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And though an empty cradle, 

A tiny lock of hair, 
Is all that now is left me, 

Of one so sweet and fair. 
I'll drive the sad tears backward, 

Or through them, as they fall, 
Look for that brighter country, 

Where God shall dry them all ! 

Dec. 14m, 1850. 



THE EEMEMBEBED PICTURE.* 



That well remembered picture ! 

It haunts my memory still ; 
With others doomed, it seemed to be, 

The painter's mart to fill. 
He little thought when turning 

Its beauty to the light, 
How many a careless heart would feel 

Reproved at the sight ! 

One moment did I look upon, 
From out the busy street, 



* Called the Believer's Vision. 
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The stillness of that chamber, 
Where holy, calm, and sweet, 

A sleeper lay with folded hands, 
And face, ! heavenly fair ; 

Sq much of beauty, thought, repose, 
Was strangely mingled there ! 

Twas but a single moment, 

(Oft dim and undefined, 
The mem'ry of a passing glance 

When a film is on the mind,) 
But never, never, from my heart 

Will that sweet vision fade. 
O ! welcome bright, as gleam of light, 

Which parts the checquered shade ! 

She seemed a youthful matron, 
Though this I could not know, 

But ah ! I felt her soul was blest 
And all prepared to go j 

Up, up, beyond this world of sin 
To its immortal home, 

And that her frequen^prayer was this, 
" Dear Lord, Thy kingdom come.' 



»> 



But now that soul hath wandered, 
To the strange land of dreams, 

Where truth with fiction meets and parts, 
Where nought is what it seems. 
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On mid-day conch reclining, 
Methinks I seek her now, 

Her robe of white, her sleeping form, 
Her calm and thoughtful brow. 

Her glossy hair fell backward, 

O'er pillow soft and fair ; 
A springtide fragrance seemed to fill 

The incense-breathing air ; 
Beside her lay that blessed book — 

Which tells of Jesu's fold- 
Left open, with its clasps flung back, 

Its olasps of massive gold. 

And many an angel visitant, 

From regions of the blest, 
'Mid snow-white clonds descending low, 

Drew near her place of rest. 
Some stretched forth their arms to her, 

As whispering, " Come away, 
Come Sister to our blest abode ! 

What here prolongs thy stay P 

" We know thou art already His, 
Whom we too serve and love ; 

Then haste with us to sing His praise 
In heaven's own courts above." 

But she half smiled in her sleep, 
A smile which seemed to say, 
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Swallow, swallow, mystic swallow, 

Safe on faith-sustained wings j 
Thus the gifted, glide uplifted, 

Through this maze of earthly things ; 
Led by truth, where e'er she goeth, 

Fount of joy for evermore; 
Till that land, no mortal knoweth, 

Blooms their ravished sight before ! 



ON RE-PASSING THE CHUBCH OF OLD ST. 

NICHOLAS, CAEN, SOMETIME AFTER A VALUED 

FBIEND HAD RETURNED TO ENGLAND. 



How silently the gliding moments pass ! 
'Tis scarce five weeks ago this winter's day, 
Since by the church of old St. Nicholas 
Two friends together took their homeward way ! 
Again one stands beneath the old grey tower, 
Clothed with its hanging sprays of ivy green j 
Feeling the soothing spell of friendship's power, 
Though miles of restless ocean roll between. 
Each much loved gentle voice ! — tho' never more, 
Perchance, in this sad world they meet again. 
Faith whispers low, " There is a brighter shore, 
For friendship's bonds here woven not in vain, 



Nor without firm foundation ; — look above, 

How loftily the wreathing ivy clings 

Bound yon old tower, meet emblem of that love 

Which from one root still upward heavenward springs ! 

Caen, Nov. 29, 1867. 



SYMPATHY 



i 
From out a little bosky dell, 

Where autumn leaves lay dead and sered, 

Where oft in spring — we knew it well — 

The golden primroses appeared. 

Our eyes looked upwards and around, 

Towards a porcelain-tinted sky, 
Where one bright cloud, with splendour crowned, 

Beared up its snowy front on high ! 

And happy birds were floating there, 
And evening was so calm and still, 

That silent we could almost hear 
The tinkling of the distant rill. 

Few words were said, but holy thought, 

That thought which no fit words can find, 

A hidden bond of feeling wrought, 
Uniting close each kindred mind ! 
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And though before I loved thee much, 
I loved thee better from that hour, 

When sympathy onr souls did tonch, 

Subdued by nature's wondrous power. 

For thon art henceforth one with me, 

Whene'er I view the primrose flowers, 

Or wild bird floating on the lea, 

Or cloud snow white to heaven which towers ! 



ANTIPATHY. 



Friends may meet and friends may part 
With mute lip but glowing heart, 
Clasp of hand and love-lit eye, 
Full of love's intensity. 
And, perchance, if wayward fate, 
Such fond hearts should separate, 
Still in unison they'll move, 
Married by the laws of love. 

Once loved friend may meet with friend, 
Careless words with false looks blend, 
Heart from heart the faster fly 
From cold touch and colder eye. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEM8. 73 



Winter shutting out love's heaven, 
Gloom and cloud for sunshine given. 
Oh ! that this should be the fate 
Of those hearts which love should mate ! 



THE CHANCE MEETING. 



A rainbow-tinted star 

I met on my wandering way, 
And welcomed from afar 

A corresponding ray. 

Without was the gusty night, 

Folded cloud and moonlit skies, 

But a living and warm delight 

Glowed within from answering eyes ! 

We met beside one hearth, 

And in one heartfelt strain 

Our voices and souls breathed forth 
With a pleasure akin to pain ! 

For never, oh ! never more 

May we meet in the self same track, 
Thought may picture it o'er and o'er, 

But the past returns not back ! 
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Farewell ! Oh ! beautiful voice, 
No more to blend with mine ; 

Go, beautiful star, rejoice 

In thy brighter sphere to shine ! 



COAST SCENE IN CORNWALL DURING THE 
PILCHARD FISHERY. 



Frowning cliff and ocean cave, 
Ever kissed by lip of wave j 
Broad expanse of rolling tide, 
Streaked with light, chamelion dyed ; 
Swelling, heaving to the shore, 
With low splash or sullen roar. 
'Neath whose dim horizon vast, 
Slow departs each winged mast ; 
Almost mythic 'twere to say 
Bound for countries far away ! 
Nearer, crowds of small boats pass, 
Like flies across a looking glass ; 
£r\i\ the fisher spreads his *seine, 
Eager for his finny gain ; 
Doubling many a rocky reach, 
Viewed by wanderers on the beach, 



* Seine means net in Cornish speech. 
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Strangers, like ourselves, may be, 
Gulling treasures from the sea ; 
Treasures, which, when far away, 
Will be hoarded many a day ; 
Minding ns of ocean's roar, 
And of Cornwall's rocky shore ! 



JACK FROST. 



The sun hid his head 

And went early to bed, 
Intending to take his fall ease ; 

Then merry Jack Frost 

His threshhold soon crossed, 
Saying, " Now, I'll do jnst as I please ! 
Oh ! now, I'll do jnst as I please !" 

So to work he set 

And he spread his net, 
AH over the waters wide ; 

And his breath blew cold 

O'er forest and wold, 
Till it silenced the rivers 1 tide. 

Then with hands so light, 
Through the livelong night, 
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He laboured to change the scene, 

Hanging stars and gems 

O'er the pencilled stems, 
Where of late hung the leaves so green ! 

And a carpet of snow 

Threw o'er all below, 
Of texture transparent and light ; 

Then a measure he trod, 

Fantastic and odd, 
With the sprites of the starry night ! 

When the morning broke 

How the cottager's smoke 
Unwittingly foiled the white trees ; 

Then heavy and red 

Looked the sun from his bed, 
Saying, " Whose strange doings are these ? 

" If they're your's, Master Frost, 

Then know to your cost 
'Tis vain, where I'm coming, to stay; 

Though thro' the dark night 

You exert all your might, 
Know I am the king of the day ; 
Know I am the king of the day !' 



i» 



Then brighter he grew, 
Though the wind coldly blew, 
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And Frost took his stand on the hills j 

And sharpened the spears 

He had made of the tears 
Of thousands of captive bound rills. 

The battle was strong, 

And the battle was long, 
For he called the thick snow to his aid j 

So the sun's languid beams 

Gould not loosen the streams, 
Which Frost in dark prisons had laid. 

'Twas his season of pride, 

And the sun vainly tried 
To make up for the time he had lost ; 

Till his parting beams fell 

O'er forest and and dell, 
Saying, " Truce for the present, Sir Frost j 
Oh ! a truce for the present, Jack Frost !" 



LINES WRITTEN ON A LOVELY MAY MOKNING. 



Sweet, to breathe the morning freshness, 
Listening to the murmur of the bees 
Bound the rich white blossomB on the wall, 
To the west wind sighing in the trees, 
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Where blithe birds unto each other call, 
While the new-come swallows graceful gliding 
Fan the balmy air with noiseless wing, 
And the omokoo's voice repeateth, 
" Welcome, welcome, Spring !" 

Cloudless rise the azure heavens, 
Save when vapour-wreaths of snowy white 
Nestle o'er the greenwood's feathery side, 
Or on high obscure the skylark's flight, 
Soaring as he must) with kindred pride ; 
Whilst our children in the meadows playing, 
Gull the flowrets gay with eager hand, 
Hoarding fast the new found treasures 
Of their fairy land ! 

Nought to them is sounding sadly, 
Telling of a glory that hath been j 
Of a day that faded all too fast ! 
Seen afar, through this blue air serene, 
Memory brings back the happy past — 
And our hearts perchance are sadly wandering 
Back to meadows of a long-lost day, 
Whilst we watch our happy dear ones, 
Once as blithe as they ! 
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